230        To tJie Countess of Upyer Ossory      [1773

home, and died the next morning. You may see I want
news, when I acquaint you with what the newspapers told
you a fortnight ago. It is time to finish, lest I should inform
you of some event in last year's historical register.

1445.   To THE COUNTESS OP UPPEB OSSOBY.

Arlington Street, Jan. 25, 1778.

PKOTJD I am indeed, Madam, when such lines as mine, like
a coarse, ugly, bulbous root, can produce such flowers! Next
to the honour of being your lover, what glory can be equal
to that of being your Apollo ? You have explained to me
that old story of his turning his mistress into a laurel, and
the devil is in it if I have not as good a title to a chaplet of
it as he had. Well, methinks, it is ten times more creditable
to wear a garland stripped from one's lady's own fingers,
than to dress oneself up in honour of one's own self. Your
verses are charming, deHghtM; write on, write on, Madam:
you shall have two dozen bottles of Aganippe by the next
coach. I am going to bespeak a side-saddle for Pegasus j and
the moment I am able to dress, that is, undress, like a god,
you may depend on my appearing to you in a dream, as like
the Apollo Belvedere as two peas; so pray don't pretend
to lay your next poem to Lord Ossory, for it will not be his.

Mr. Crawfurd came in and read your verses twice with
great admiration. They are natural, easy, and genteel. I
am charmed to be your Phaon, as well as your Phoebus,
and sacrifice all my beauties to you, tutte guamte. I do
not think I should stoop to even an affaire passag&re with
Melpomene, but alas! I, to talk of beauties! who have not
been out of my bed till to-day since Tuesday night last.
The gout returned the Friday before into six places, and
I have lain flowing through bootikins, and dissolving like
a Jupiter Pluvius; but you shall not be tired, Madam, withe Caribs took the oath
